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unexpected or unwelcome it may be. He merely looked a little dubious, I thought, but began to read some cuttings from the Times of India which I diffidently offered for inspection. Eventually he said, in the same quiet, unruffled voice, that he was afraid they had no vacancy at present. Then he added something which caused a great surge of hope. "But come and see me again."
I did not know Fleet Street well enough to realise how encouraging that last remark was.
About a week later, my future still unsettled, I called upon. Mr. Watson once more. Again he was good enough to see me, despite all other preoccupations, but again he regretted having nothing to offer.
I had my interview with Sir Stanley, who offered a substantial increase of salary and another three-years contract. It was a graduated scale, rising, as far as I remember, to about Rs. 750 a month (£58). I did not think this was enough to justify the risk to health and so I consulted Allan about it. He replied : "I cannot see what the salary has got to do with it. No money can compensate you for loss of health." The obvious truth, like a brilliant light in darkness, made all clear. I sat down, and, without further hesitation, wrote a letter to Sir Stanley expressing gratitude for all his consideration, and resigning.
After cutting the painter, I felt better, despite the niggling anxiety of being unemployed. In the meantime I had been bombarding every paper in the British Isles with applications for a job, and, from the disappointing replies, came rapidly to the conclusion that letter-writing, in general terms, was useless. Shaw had said this.
I had been unemployed for exactly one week when I saw a letter on the mat in a Daily Telegraph envelope. Not daring to hope, I tore it open. Mr. Watson was asking me to come and see him, for the third time. Even to a confirmed pessimist—as I then was—it was now obvious that he intended to offer me something, and I wondered anxiously whether I was to be a holiday reporter or sub-editor. All imaginings fell short of the truth.
When I stood palpitating in that heavily furnished, dimly lit waiting-room for the third time Mr. Watson entered anci,